Quién iba a decir - - : - : : :
que el Dios del Nopal : : ; : - + ;

me dejaria ver su rostro ©  Alina Galliano . : g

en un descuido, s

cuando salié a recoger la noche L izl "ol 2E S
en la punta de tus pechos, : ’
siguiendo sin descanso

el compaz de tu vientre,

el canto de tus huesos,

queriendo imitar tu danza
dentro de los nueve anillos

que forman su ritmo,
aquellos que robaste de los espejos
que pueblan la mansion

del Senor de los Cascabeles,
solo porque supiste como nadie
llenar su mesa con el sacrificio
de trece mil orquideas,

hasta embriagario del olor
para poder adormecerio
con el canto que brotaba

como rio revuelto de tu cintura.

Asi fue como te aduefiaste de su secreto,;

3zén de la Esmeralda

sin perder la vida...
La historia de tu hazana,
la maestria de tu robo

fue presagio en boca @)
de los Dioses de la tierra,

y se esparci6 como lengua de fuego
ragando a su paso;,

las doce llanuras’

donde los ciervos como fantasmas
odavia se nutren

con la carne espiritual
de la Sefora y Duefia de las hierbas.

-

Por eso ahora hasta el Nopal,
llega a la puerta de tu casa
dejandote canastas’,

de flores amarillas y rojas
para ver si logra convencerte
y le ensefnas a bailar. >
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» '. : . . B Who would have said?
L T, TR e : ' that the God of the Nopal
; ' ", z : ‘ would allow me to see his face
S i A, o ; . in a negligence,
=Y Mt S i < B when he left to pick up the night
|y . . ' ; in the tip of your nipples,

vt gt g : "> a® . 3 following without rest
R s T A A v . the undulations of your womb,
Pt o N R A S, e 2, the melody of your bones,
e 2 e e R : A wanting to imitate your dance
S - R : : _inside the nine rings
s o TN i, ) MO L B L that conform your rhythm,

the one that you stole from the mirrors

that populates the mansion

of the Lord and owner of the Bells’ sounds,

‘only because you knew best than anyone
+' . to satisfy his table with the sacrifice
a of thirteen thousand orchids,

until intoxicating him with your scent

. lulling him with the song that sprouted

Dy as restless river from your waist.

It was with this action that you took possession
. Of his secret,
/) without losing your life.
", {The tale of your feat,
: ‘the mastery of your robbery
TR WES premonition in the mouth
2o y +. of the Gods of the earth
“ * ' and it was spread as ferocious language
 ''swallowing in their passage

" the twelve plains
"', «where deer like ghosts
. are still nurtured
e é with the spiritual flesh

‘ of the Lady and Owner of savage herbs.

» 'For that reason and to this day the Nopal,
" arrives to your door

« leaving you baskets
of yellow and red flowers
to see if he is able to convince you
and ,
you will show him how to dance.






